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VERSE 


Thy Demon, that’s thy Spirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable. 


—Shakespeare: Ant. and Cleo. II, 3. 


And of those Demons who are found 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 
Whose power hath a true consent 
With Planet or with Element. 
—Milton: Il Penseroso. 


THE DEMON 


ie the Demon work in you! 
Do not cast him out! 
He knows better than you do 
What he is about! 
He, the King, the Clown, the Free— 
If you will but let him be! 


He it is who still can see 
Christ upon the scarréd Tree; 
He it is who sipped the sip 
Of the crimson-belted lip 
Helen offered—he it is 
Who burned with Sappho—even his 
The sucking savor of the grape 
That loosed the Rabelaisian jape. 


When the Chaldeans searched the skies 
He spread the stars—his were the eyes 
Wherewith Cortez looked out to sea— 
He builded all the empery 

Of Macedon and Galilee. 

He it is who drifts and dreams 

On the many-colored streams 
Flowing out of Zanzibar, 

Xanthos, Nenuphaz, and Phar. 

He knew the moon before it died— 
He taught the forest ape to ride 

The elephant—he lay between 

The breasts of Cleopatra queen 

And dreamt of mistresses more fair . 
His wings are all the winds’ despair. 
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Learn your Demon, worship him! 
He can fly you round the rim 
Of the horizonian seas, 
Crooning crooked melodies. 
Hold your Demon close, and bend 
Your haunted breast, and let him rend 
And spear you—let him spurn, and spend 
His frenzy on you, deep and dear! 
—Have no fear, O never fear!— 
He sees all things you may not see. 
He knows all things which may not be. 
He is the bud not yet begun— 
And the blank beyond the Sun! 


THE DESERT 


| 


HE gray edge of life hangs round me— 
Like mountains about the rim 
Ohithenieveri anne 

I am the desert, 

Arid, 

Beautiful to no purpose. 

The mountains call me, 

Exquisite in their grayness pointed to saffron, 

Fringed with purple in the sunset, 

Beckoning me always 

Out of the desert. 


Beckoning— 
Promising— 
A slow torture of love and hunger. 
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Better the desert, 
Arid, 


Beautiful to no purpose. . 


2 


Air in the desert, 
Scathing, 

Hot at noon, 

Hot in the lungs. . . 
Air in the desert at night, 
Cold with stars, 
Windless. 

Vast receding air, 
Silently running. 
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Mountains along the horizon 
Fading 

In the sunset: 

One, two; one, two— 
Blood-red peaks 

Burning into darkness . . . 
They will arise at the dawn 


13 


Like craggy breasts 
Tipped with pink nipples . . 
Gaunt flanks riding down the desert . . . 


4 
Beloved, 
Beloved in the desert, 
Woman lying upon my breast 
Shielding me from the stars, 
Desert cloud of a woman, 
Light upon my breast against the sky— 
Do I love you or the desert? 
Are you, too, the desert, 
Arid, 
Barrenr . . 
My breast is bare against the sky. 
The stars hurt. 


Adobe— 

Clay sand of the desert 
Mixed with water 
Far carried: 


Mud made into blocks 


Building habitations for refuge from the stars. . . 


MicabtCaly cae. 

The stars may fall on us, 
Wind-blown about us. 

Come into the adobe hut, Beloved; 
The sky sags, 

_ Stars may fall. 


Gray sage brush 
Blossoming yellow, 
Growing one, one, one— 
Never two— 

Space always between, 
No plant loved of another. 
Cactus growing 

One, one— 

Space between. 

Is it better not to love 
Here in the desert? 
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There is thunder among the mountains, 
Lost thunder 

Light-voiced. 

Rain sheets across the sky 

Over the mountains, 
Hyacinth-color.. . 

Far trees, yellow aspen, green pine, 
Along the timbered tops of the mountains, 
Above the desert line— 
Inaccessible— 

Loved and possessed, Beloved, 

Only at a distance. 


In the desert 

No rain will fall— 

Not before spring, Beloved, 

When the winds hurry it down from 
mountains, 


And little flowers bloom yellow and sna 


Across the desert: 
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the 


And the arroyos 

Rise suddenly 

Like running walls of water 

Charging the desert, 

Carrying mountain trees and desert rocks before 
them— 

But not us, Beloved— 

I shall be firm upon the high land 

Above the arroyos 

WynGrceliniaveimade mvychutey). | 

But now it is not spring. 

In our autumn no rain will fall 

Here in the desert; 

We are safe. 

Between the cactus and the sage 

We might lie and love through the long 
afternoon nwa. 

And even when spring comes again. . . 
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BEYOND 


REAMING, you lie against me while 
1D I wake. 

Waking, I hold you while you sleep and dream. 
No child could breath more beautifully take; 

No loveliness of earth could lovelier seem.. 

Why are you not more lovely than you are— 

Is there no star beyond the farthest starr 


GOD-MAKING 


if LOOKED and saw the sky— 
It was too high. 


I looked and saw a star— 
It was too far. 


The vastness of the night 
Undid me quite. 


Then close at hand a tree 
Began to comfort me. 


And where I touched the sod 
I clutched at God. 


I had to feel him near 
Or fail with fear. 


I made him to avert 
The things that hurt. 
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FRIENDS 


S OME Stars strode by my house last night. 
The Sun knocked at my door to-day. 
Outside the Snow is walking, right 

Across my Private Way, 

With none to say him Nay. 


Some paces down my path the Sea 
Is tumbling in his tousled bed, 
And singing like a lusty He 
With victuals comforted, 
With country wine and bread. 


I will not pull my curtain down 
To keep the Sun or Stars without; 
I will not with a musty frown 
Shovel the Snow about, 
Nor tell him to get out. 
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But I will go and walk along 
The little circle of my beach, 
And tell the Sea I like his song, 
And try if I can reach 
The measure of his speech. 
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TIME 


OUR breasts are moonlight and sunlight 
upon the same hill. 

The left one is moonlight; the right one is sunlight. 
When I kiss one and then the other a whole day 
goes by; | 

And seven kisses upon each make seven days. 


PAN 


| [ee prnapeana and hairy One, 
Formidable faery One, 

Hear my cry 

As I try 
To sound thy fluted minstrelsy! 
Honeyed words are where the bee 
Sips and sucks and reels away— 
Let me suck and sip to-day 
At thy downy lip to-day, 
Draw thy tongue—so sweet it is 
With heather-honied melodies— 
And softer than the rose-teats are 
Of my girl that sleeps afar. 


Hear, O hornéd Pan! 
Sire Saturnian! 
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Make me as I would be— 
Half child, half deity, 
All poet! . . O urgent Pan, 
Lie with me and fuse with me, 
Strain thy mighty thews with me, 
And let me seize thee so . . . and see 
Thine eyes where wild things be! 
Get me with song, that heavy with the freight 
Of unborn beauty I may join the great 
Lyre-bearers where they wait, 
And fling into their midst a child of thine, 
His eyes all stars, his mouth afoam with wine 
Of flooding violent song, 
His brow a sceptred flame— 
His loving long— 
His name thy name! 
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HOURS 


HE hours crowd about my bed, 
The old, old hours. . . One by one 
The younger hours sound their tread 
Across my threshold. I am done 
~ With counting them: from sun to sun 
I make believe that I am dead. 


So, let them think me passionless. 

Let them imagine some poor ghost 

That haunts these sheets, some phantom lost 
To any earthly more or most. 

I care not, I, how long they press 

Together over nothingness. 


I may have died for aught I know 
Of whether life or death be so. 

I would not open eyes to stare 

If all eternity stood there. 

The hours may come or stay or go: 
They shall not find me anywhere. 
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MARINERS 


W* have embarked upon the ways of gold 


Where tides of eager music reach and run, 
Seas of fantastic charting, where the bold 
And indolent mariners come to take the sun 
With silver nets, to take the swimming stars, 
Sword-moons and ponderous planets, miracles 
Deep-finned, gray Jupiters with horny scars, 
Slow tortoises, like jewelled citadels, 
Shy meteors, and comets never wed. 
Here are the seas whence all strange things have 

come 

And beautiful, and many dear and dread. 
O loving Poet, fling across the foam 
Your singing nets, with music silver-strong, 
And snare demonian monsters in your song! 
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II 


And yet—and yet—the wrecks that line this sea! 
Those great-garbed galleons that have gutted gone 
To sand and seaweed! . . . Lost eternally, 
Submerged and sunken—never shall the dawn 
Flash on their sails of silver as of old, 

~ Never the glad winds speed them, never more 
Their sleek sides gleam along the ways of gold. 
Low-lying, drowned, upon an under-shore 
Their decks are silent, and their mariners 
Purged of all boldness and all indolence; 

And through their silver nets the deep tide stirs 
No sound of deep-sea music—through the rents 
The monsters move unsnared, untamed, unsung— 
And feed the rotted meshes to their young! 
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III 


We have not wrecked, my Poet, you and I. 

The eager tides reach forward, and our nets 

Are flung together, straining deep to try 

Demonian snaring of our monster-péets. 

We have not wrecked, Beloved, O thou strong 

High-hearted mariner on the ways of gold! 

Where the great-garbéd galleons safe belong 

Shall ours find harbor when our nets are old. 

For while my galleon with her goréd side 

Ground on the reef and shivered through her 
length, 

Your greater galleon, with the rising tide 

Of music, stood and shouldered her—dear strength 

Deep-sided! . . . Onward toward the mighty days 

They golden move upon the golden ways. 
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IV 


Love was your shipbuilder—grave song, deep love, 

Together builded up your galleon’s frame, 

Set her high stem in air to gleam above 

All lesser galleons that go forth for fame. 

Love laid her keel, and song has woven sails 

_ Of purple and of crimson for her flight 

Down perilous places where the storm prevails. 

Love shaped her rudder, so that through the night 

Her course might even keep along the tides 

Of music, and song gave her oars to cleave 

The pathways where no winds blow—from her 
sides 

They stretch and speed her, so that none believe 

The winds of music ever silent are 

When her high-bosomed beauty shows afar. 
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V 


And so my galleon met her, sinister 

And golden-black, with gouged wake of tears 

And hopes deep-mordant, blind, that blindly stir 

Under the foaming spume of years and fears 

And empty loving of the sea’s desire— 

And prisoned in her hold stark prisoners 

Of shame and too much gazing into fire— 

They that had once been freedom’s visioners! 

And blood too-wishful of the taste of death 

Streamed from her haunches, and her oars were 
spurs 

To goad herself, the while the shackled breath 

Moaned from the breasts of heaving mariners. . . 

So came she, strange and young and lost and old— 

And saw your galleon bastioned in the gold! 
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VI 


Great-hearted on their decks they stood to watch— 

Your mariners—the stranger’s blackened hull, 

Leaving the lustre of their starry catch 

In careless splendor where the nets were full, 

To throw an indolent mariner’s greeting down 

The flooded tides—‘‘What fortune make you therer 

What name to call you by? Of what renown? 

What tawny-sided portent do you bear 

So heavily, so cheerlessly, athwart 

Your ribbed and broken grandeur? What surmise 

Calls you to what far journey to what portr 

Speak! and give rumor of your enterprise!” 

—‘‘We make the port of Death; we come from 
Hell 

With cargo of lost visions: all is well!” 
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CLOVEN 


N OT my hoof alone but my side is cloven. 
Once you took it for your habitation, 
Wild Love of the mountain. 


Come to the cleft! 

Home to the scarréd side! 
Long have you ranged the wide 
Wold of the sky! 

Green hills are reft 

Of you, green woods are left 
Of you, long—too long! 

—O hear!— 

Low and darkling sigh 

The dripping boughs; their song 
Is muted with the rain. 
Low-voiced the wind in pain 


Cowers and soughs for vain 
Desire garment-wise 

To cover your bright lost thighs. 
—Hear, O hear!— 

And the blown leaves turn to meet 
The coming of your feet 

That come not, and the fern 
With aching-fingered frond 
Caresses not your knees, 

And the murmur of the bees 
Yearns no longer to the fond 
High-noon nesting in your hair, 
And the striped squirrels turn 
Eyes to seek their fairy fare 

Of your eyes, asking why 

You are fled, and the song 

Of the birds is despair. 
—Hear, O hear!— 
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Too long 

Green woods are left 

Of you, green hills are reft 

Of you, long you have ranged the wide 
Wold of the sky! 

Come to the scarréd side! 

Home to the cleft! 


Wild love of leaves and shadows, 
Once you followed fleeter than my hoof-beats, 
Till you tired—and took for habitation, 
Entering in, my side that so was cloven. 
Cloven now, my self that once was selfless 
Follows you and sings for habitation. 


THE CHURCH OF TIME 


() F what obscure obedience is Man made 
That he can face, under the roof of heaven, 
This passionate sad ritual of time! 

The anthem of the hours, the organ crash 

Of year on year, the fugue and counterfugue 

Of night on day, the slow processional 

Of all the endless chanting choir of summers 
Swaying their censers, and the monotone 

Of slow-voiced answering winters— 

While Man the Worshipper 

Lifts up his eyes to catch the pagan gleam 
Beyond the great rose-windows, lifts his heart 
Against the rotting tracery 

Of Gothic creeds and fluted falsities— 

But stays within the Church, prayer after prayer, 
Anthem on anthem, till the service end. . . 
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O Worshipper of unimagined Gods, 
Dim Visioner of stars beyond the Sun, 
Outpourer and Outseeker, not in vain 
Shall you be tamed and broken, for you know 
The majesty of hatred, and the dream 
Of high revolt—no priestly cozening 
Shall woo you from your deeper than delight, 
Nor tears shall tempt you from your more than 
tears. 
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MURMUR 


HE dead rest quietly. 
And so do I in the bed of my beloved. 
Quietly rest the dead ; 


Not so their graves; 
Their graves are full of the murmur of coming 


life. 
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TWO SEASONS 


; f OW can we call her welcome, Spring the 
co 


My 
Perplexing virgin that betrays our senser 


So utter-wise with wiles of dear decoy, 

So shameless in her shimmering innocence, 

So naked in her proffer of slim lips 

And hard small breasts tip-tilted to the sun, 

Those young and prideful breasts that tease our 
lips 

Like buttoned roses teasing at the sun, 

And secret, lawless mind full of dim thoughts 

Like shy young moons blanched with a white 
unrest, 

And little lithe long hands that steal her thoughts, 

The enquiry in the palms that cannot rest— 

How can we call her welcome? Nay she is 

More dire than any summer harlot is! 
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I] 


And Winter, he the large kind friend who comes 
With heavy condolence when Autumn dies, 
He will exhaust our most devout welcomes 
With tales that death is birth and nothing dies. 
He will lay over us a large kind hand 

With ample satisfaction to himself, 

And gratify his longing underhand 

To bore us, with philosophy of self 

And selflessness, and God, and such like talk. 
And he will tell us of a maid called Spring, 
The dear, demure and delicate, and talk 

About her like a father, knowing Spring 

For everything she is not, until we 

Cry out “Produce her!”—O unlucky we! 
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YOU ARE THE DAY 


OU are the day when day is gone. 

And ever when the stars grow less 
You are the dream before the dawn. 
The blessing of the night you bless; 
You are the day when day is gone. 


You are the end of all desire. 

In you shall forests find the sea, 
And sleepy rivers rest in fire, 
And music shall in silence be. 
You are the end of all desire. 
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PAN AT SALONIKI 
(1916) 


D REAM of the Earth, what have we done 


to thee, 
We others? 
We who were late thy lovers and thy brothersr 
Sire of the Earth, what prodigal agony 
Of shaggy-pasterned flight 
Is thine this night? 
The old slow silence of the stars is here— 
Thy silence—and across the fields 
Thy Spring it is that yields 
Her bosom to the year. 
All is as it was before. 
And yet we lack thee, Pan, 
We cry thee long; 
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But when thou comest, song 
Lies broken on thy lip—dread Agonist— 
Thy stricken lip unblissed. 
What have we done, 

Dream of the Earth, to rend thine ancient dreamr 
Sap of the Earth, to wound thy living stream? 
O take thine instrument, Pan, 

Thy fluted Man, 

To play upon— 
Before the Spring is gone! 
While yet the bloom of the year 

Is here! 
All is as it was before 

—Save War... 
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FOR THE BELOVED 


WILL make a song for the coming of the 
Belovéd— 
A great song, for she will come greatly, 
Her mighty thighs sustaining all her might, 
And those deep breasts that feed me, 
And her hair that flows around the world. 


Her strong bright hair flows round the 
WOLLCiaeuires 
Flows .. . 
Like loosened golden rivers hurled— 
Godlike goes— 
O sweet eddies whirled 
And love-pools intercurled! 
Love knows! 
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She carries all things in her hands, . . 
Deana 
All things that beauty understands, 
Close and clear— 
Strength that life demands, 
Love to loose all bands 
Picosor tear: 


The winds lift up their wings to dart 
About her head, 
The heavens rest in her great heart 
Quieted. 
Old wounds forego their smart, 
And knitted lips dispart 
Comforted. 


She is informed of all sweet things— 
Lyres atune, 
Laughters that an angel sings 
At highest noon. 
Joy her coming brings— 
Come, dearest Boon, on wings— 
Soon! 


I have made a song for the coming of the Beloved, 
A little song that feeds upon her greatness, 
A little song, but she will hold it greatly. 
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BARREN 


OTHER-MAID to me alone, 


Bear me as your child most blest. 
Hold me as your youngest own, 
Weanling at your breast. 
I the lover am your son. 


And let no younger daughter stir 
My pang of youth that you assuage. 
I hold you; I will not defer 

My right of parentage. 

You are my child; I know not her. 


We are the fruit of our embrace, 
You the I and I the you. 

No other fruitage shall displace 

The wonder that we do. 

There is no face between our face. 
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LOVERS 


je the night is lonely! And the days are 
long! 
Sullen-hearted is the heart that lies alone, 
Without sheen or song, 
Cradled like a stone. 


Aye, the nights are lonely, spattered thick with 
Stars 
Laughing at the scattered lovers moaning down 
below, 
Nursing little scars 
As they creep and go, 
Lovers, lovers, here and there 
Sighing in the heavy air 
Where no bed 
Is to wed. 
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Still the nights will pass, still the days be fled, 
Hearts leap again, beds be tenanted, 
Lovers will undo their houselessness, 

Will profess 

Happiness, 

Doing all they can 

To be woman and man. 


Lovers will undo their houselessness . . . 


Who is that, waits outside r— 
Where the dark spreads wide, 
Just beyond the window’s light ?— 
Who is that, dimly guessed, 

After lovers go to rest, 

Standing, waiting in the night? 
Lovers are abed and warm— 
Who is there to do them harm? 
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O, in the unlit reaches of the heart 
He stands and waits, whose name is Loneliness, 
And he is there when lovers most confess 
Their loss of him— 
He stands there, dim, 
The Lover none can part. 
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FROM A SICK-BED 


HE world is dead tonight. . . 
My candlelight 
That flickers whitely through the room 
Cannot illume 
The far departure of her funeral. 
Dead is the world—and all 
Her pall-bearers may carry her in state, 
If she was great, 
Or in no state at all, 
If she was small, 
To any most illustrious, or obscure, 
—But sure, but sure!— 
Last resting-place. . . 
Blesséd be death, the world is dead; her face 
So tired, so tiring, now no longer meets 
The casual caress of flippant days. 
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Dismissing dark is here, who greets 

With kindly ways 

Her poor endeavor to be good, 

Her chaste endeavor to seem made of wood, 

memuittle-amplitude, otisterile wit)... 

How well she has thought it fit 

At last, to go quite out, to be quite done 

With all this tumult of the sun 

And rough winds, and rude rain! 

How excellent she is dead, who dragged her 
Pain. pial. 

Or is it I who am dead, and die againr . . 
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LOUISE 


| Eee us be temperate in our love, Louise, 
Nor claim too vehement peace, 
Wrapped in the banner of desire 

And cooled with fire! 

Rather touch hands and part— 

Thankful and satisfied— 

Glad that our love has died 

In amicable beauty of its birth. 

For such as we love should be but an art 
Wherein the fortunate fingers draw a bow 

Of thin sweet notes across the monotone 

Of the dead heart— 

The done with kissing mouth— 

And leave them cold and comfortable as stone. 
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INTERDICT 


HANTASMS people my bed. 


_ She will not lie with me. 
Strangers uncomforted 
People my bed. 


Wearily weigh they down, 
Strangers with tortured wings: 
Wearily rustle down 

The feathered murmurings, 
Sighingly down and down. 
She will not lie with me. 


Ever and still they loom, 
Dark plume by sobbing plume, 
Those broken, sheathed wings 
That try so hard to spread. 
Wearily they resume 

Their troubled flutterings, 
Those wings that cannot wed. 
She will not lie with me. 
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ENOUGH 
(To the author of ‘Second April’) 


| N ] INDS from the west and northward driving 

| the ships before them, 

Winds no ship could stand in, beat on the westward 
reefs. 

Palms and oleanders are whipped in streamers, 

Cedars shriek stiffly. 

And the whole pin-point of an island in the 
Atlantic 

Makes no more break in the storm 

Than a stiff little point of quartz would make 

In the slide of an avalanche. 


Life is not enough, no nor death either; 
The one shading into the other and back again 
means nothing. 


What is the use of winds uprooting cedars 
And other cedars seeding beneath their roots? 


You too from your village in Maine have heard 
the winds, | 

Winds from the north and eastward, 

Tearing your northern pines as they tear my cedars, 

Here in my tropical pin-point of island. 

Beauty is not enough, you say, and I grant it. 

What is thene God knows, unless it be that you 
ask it 

Facing your northern sea, and I ask it too 

Facing my southern ocean, 

And no one answers. 
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THE DAME 
AN ODE TO BEAUTY 


OW shall we find the Damer 
Her the most worshipful?r 
Who walks like a tree of flame, 
Bringing behind Her 
Ghosts of all loveliest things— 
How shall we find Herr 


Ghosts of all loveliest things— 
Poems that draw the tears 

From the stagnant pool of the heart— 
All that has made Man’s years 
Beautiful, heavy with art... 


How shall we find the Dame? 
Never, at last, but there hovers 
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The moving tree of flame 
For Her hurrying lovers. 


And we—who never know that most serene 
Despair of plenty men call happiness— 
The poets and artificers who make 
In loneliness for other lips to sing, 
We shall be ghosts among the following train 
- That follow after Her, and we shall shake 
The firmament with our great ghostliness— 
We are content with our great ghostliness— 
We follow where the Dame 
Leads us, we cry Her name. 


The imperious Dame, 
Sure-footed, even-breasted, leads before 
Down craggy walls of singing. Her level eyes 
Momently chasm the thoughts of all Her lovers. 
They hold the sunlight and the slow moonlight 
Within their fastnesses, they keep 
Serene surveillance of the moving tides 
And guardian domination of the stars. 
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See where She moves, 
Terribly dear, down singing precipices. 
There shall we follow, falling, 
Strong without hope and great in ghostliness, 
Beggared with love. 
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DEDICATION 
To Rose O'Neill 


HE hoof that cleaves not on the upland ways 
Nor ever spurns the stone across the glen, 
But stands unwistful, after many days, 
Before the homes of men, 


Shall never follow after this my song, 
My song deep-cloven with a half-god’s cleft, 
Shall never fling with me the dust along 
The paths that stars have left. 


But you, the Master-Mistress of my mind, 
Whose Demon sits high-throned above my 
stars— 
But you, whose passionate pinions know no kind, 
Whose scars are burnt with scars— 
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You will divine my song in your far place, 
And call it with your wings, and hold it high; 
And underneath the dark of that embrace 
Young songs shall cry. 
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PERV ERSE 


“And Freedom,” said Pishna, “is the peace that cometh 
after Pooh.” 


THE BOOK OF PISHNA 


If 
HIS is the book of Pishna, wherein it is 
written 
That a flash of intelligence 
Is worth many rumbles of wisdom. 


1 | 


In the beginning was Glumph, 

And there was no god but Glumph, 

He of the single eye and the single idea. 

He sat on high, and his sitting was wonderful, 

So that when he sat nothing happened. 

He said that the world is a very small place after 
all, 

And when he had said these words he bowed 
beneficently 

And there was much worshipping about him. 


63 


Glumph said also that it takes all kinds to make a 
world, 

And when he had said that there was a great noise 
of congratulation. 

And Glumph said at last 

That a man getteth what he deserveth in this world, 

Whereupon the multitude cried out exceedingly, 
saying, 

“Mighty is Glumph; his wisdom shall be our 
wisdom, 

And his word our law!” 


III 


Now Pishna was the son of a clockmaker, 
Who had never made a clock 
But who had made Pishna. 
When Pishna was come to eighteen years of age 
He had a vision, 
In which the god Glumph appeared to him and 
said, 
‘‘Be true to thyself!” 


And Pishna went and sat by the stove for twelve 
years 
And meditated upon the syllable Pooh. 


IV 


Let each meditate upon Pooh 
For as long as may be: 


— Then shall he know 


That there is no meditation comparable thereto. 

For Pooh is the ending of all faith 

And the beginning of all intelligence. 

Pooh, by making a space for thought, 

Assures man of the coming in of thought, 

Even as water will come into a hole that is dug in 
the ground, 

And men call it a well and drink from it. 

But after a season the well 

Must be emptied and cleansed, 

Or the water will become unfit for drinking. 

And so from time to time 

Must man meditate upon the syllable Pooh, 

Or his thought will become muddied by faith. 
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Now when Pishna 
Had meditated for twelve years upon Pooh, 
He noticed that the fire in the stove 
Was extinguished. 
“But this,” he said, ‘‘ is not important. 
For had it been important 
I should have noticed it long since, 
Even while I was meditating.” 
And he arose, and left the stove without fire, 
And he said, 
‘Man may exist without fire, 
But not without Pooh, 
For Pooh is important. 
But fire,” he said, “is also pleasant. 
It would have been well 
If someone had tended the stove while I meditated.” 


VI 


Therefore Pishna divided men 
Into those who should make a space for thought 
By meditating upon Pooh, 


66 


And those who should tend the stove. 

And this was the beginning of the Pishnatic 
philosophy, 

The first tenet of which is: 

“T believe nothing; . 

Therefore may I think all things.” 

“And Freedom,” said Pishna, 

“Ts the peace that cometh after Pooh.” 


Vil 


Thereupon did Pishna develop his philosophy, 
And go forth into the market-place 
To proclaim 
To all the world 
That no one need believe in it who did not wish to. 
And of all those he saw 
Many were women who said 
That they were too busy with the stove 
To think about it; 
And many were men who said 
Nothing at all. 
So that at last Pishna became discouraged 
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Since he could not even find a person 

Who would deny the truth of his discoveries. 
But at last by the village well 

He saw a girl, 

Who was no longer entirely young 

But had reached years of indiscretion, 

And whose eyes were not like stars 

But had some expression in them, 

And whose body was not like a willow wand 
But articulated in a very human manner, 
With comfortable curves. 


VIII 


Now when Pishna saw this excellent being 
She had rested her crock upon the ground, 
And herself upon the crock, 


For she preferred to do this rather than draw 


water 


And carry it home to her mother who was waiting. 


Thereupon Pishna said to himself, 
‘Here is one about whom it does not matter 
Whether she meditates or tends the stove, 
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For her beauty is meditation and warmth in one.” 
So he approached her, saying, 

“T love you.” And she answered, 

‘This is not in the least sudden; I have been waiting 
For several minutes for you to say that. 

I fancy that love is the only thing 

More important than Pooh.” 


IX 


At these words Pishna was not overjoyed, 
But joyed to exactly the right extent, 
So that life seemed to him extremely attractive 
At the moment. 
“Did you hear me speaking of Pooh?” he said, 
“O least repellant of mortals? 
And what is your name, O succulent one?” 
‘“Tushna my name is,” she answered, 
“And I did not hear you speaking of Pooh; 
But I have been meditating upon the syllable 
Ever since the night before last, 
When the god Glumph appeared to me in a vision 
And said, 
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‘Beauty is only skin-deep.’ 

Though I haven’t taken the trouble,” she added, 
“To do anything about unsettling Glumph 

On the subject, 

Or talking it round the town”. 
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‘“O Tushna,” said Pishna, 

“O incomparable Poohist, 

I find you are even more what I have been looking 
for 

Than propaganda upon Pooh— 

Though doubtless Pooh will remain interesting 

After you and I have got used to each other. 

And I am sure that our each discovering 

The sacred syllable 

Does not show we are already wedded in the spirit, 

But is merely 

A hopeful coincidence. 

Let us not cleave together, O my Beloved, 

Nor merge our personalities in one, 

But let us discourse upon endless interesting 
matters 
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Between intervals of love-making.” 

And Pishna’s eyes became fervent, 

So that Tushna thought it appropriate 

To yield to her own desire for such a programme. 

Coming close to him 

She touched his hand accidentally, 

And murmured, ‘You do love me, don’t you!” 

“Well,” exclaimed Pishna, 

“YT shouldn’t put it as strongly as that, 

But being with you 

Is almost as good as being alone! 

Do you think, do you possibly think, 

We could try being alone together?” 

“YT do!” answered Tushna emphatically, 

‘‘And I am glad 

You would not ‘put it as strongly as that,’ 

For if you do not love me 

That shows that I 

Need only care for you as much as I want to. 

But now let us stop talking about serious things 
that don’t matter, 

And go out into the woods, 
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And not bother whether we are Poohists or 
Glumphites.” 

Whereupon Pishna cried, 

“What a heavenly notion! 

Here do I abjure Pooh for the rest of the day!” 

“Abjure nothing,” replied Tushna. 

“Who knows but that Pooh may be useful 

Before the afternoon is out?” 


XI 


Then Pishna and Tushna, 

Walking as close together as possible, 

Turned them towards the woods. 

But as they were about to enter 

The soldiers arrested Pishna for a blasphemer, 

And took him before the high priest and the judges, 

Who sentenced him for uttering heresies 

In the market-place, and breaking the peace of 
Glumph, 

By saying that Pooh was a greater god than 
Glumph, 

And that if people believed in the god Pooh 

They would have more food 
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To cook upon their stoves. 

Whereupon the next day 

Pishna was hanged by his feet until he died, 

So that his brain at least might be Glumph-side up, 
Although his tongue continued 

To murmur Pooh. 

And the next year Tushna 

Became the mistress of the high priest, 

Who believed in celibacy. 

And the year after 

There were many speakers in the market-place 
Advocating Pooh, 

Which might never have been heard of again 
But for the sentence 

Executed on Pishna, which made Glumph’s people 
Wonder what Pishna had really said, 

And whether there was something in it after all. 
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THE GOD IN THE HOUSE 


| (5°° is moving round my house 
Setting things to rights. 


I hear his step upon the stair, 

But like a savant in my lair 

Crouch and nurse my fine despair. 

What the devil does he want, 
Tidying my house?r 

I told him long ago to try 

To get another place, that I 

Deplored the color of his eye. 


His eye was blue and much too large, 
Uncomfortably so. 

I put a sign upon the door 

Saying: “God, come back no more; 

Your large blue eye I much deplore.” 
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A hint like that should be enough 
For any tactful God. 

And yet he gets here every day 

As punctual as the clock, to stay 

Until my toys are cleared away. 


I shouldn’t mind him quite so much 
If he agreed with me 

_ About the proper point of view 

On should and must, and what to do 

To keep from being good and true. 


I’d quite enjoy his company 

If he would make a laugh, 
And throw the best toys on the floor, 
Or crack about and slam the door. 
But no, his ways remain a bore. 


He’s wise and tidy, and his thoughts 
Profoundly true and old. 

His every word will stand the test 

Of centuries long gone to rest. 

He talks like Plato at his best. 


75 


He wants to make of this my house 
A sanitary sight. 

He thinks it has a curious smell— 

But I should do so very well 

If I could keep my funny hell. 
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GOOD-BYE, ANALYSIS 
(Dedicated to almost any modern poet) 


WY the din of a dinosaur dining 

on defiant dragons 
i crunch the Unreal in my teeth. 
but i do not 

eat it 
1 spew it 
a spewable 

distance 
away. 


But the Real! 

O you when i see it 

my knees are flaccid beneath me 

, and my spirit trembles with recognition. 
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i mount i extend 
i lift my stature 
i lift 
1 become a god 
1 open 

my jaws like the throat of the world 
and i gulp the Real! 

i gulp Iti tell you! ! 


O 
how gulpable is the Real 
! with what 
exquisite exudations 
of the lovely (liquor of life) 
It 
lies within me. 
how my throat tickles 
with the tiny hairs of It 
after 
It has passed 
like 10,000,000 miniature 
Caterpillars 
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down 
my 
aesopha- 
gus; ; 
how 
Synthetic 
it feels 
in the stomach 
! the perfect Synthesis 
! just Synthetized. . . . 
the millions in one 
and ME 
that One 


Good-bye Analysis 
with your hoary intellectualism 
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, your, sparse, separate, stiff, 
hairs sticking up 
out of a bald hard pate— 
1 crunch you 1 spew you 
you are the Unreal and 


you are speWable 
i speW you 


am God 
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THE ULTIMATE SOUND 


NE cry, one only, drives the world along, 
Makes tall men stagger, walking on the 
ground, 
And mothers seize their babes and run for shelter. 
Nor love, nor hate, nor triumph, is so strong 
That it can stay this cry, this ultimate sound, 
For which we let all else go helter-skelter— 
“T want pottie!” 
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LULLITUDE 
I 


HE edge of the moon is the moon’s delight, 
And the cornuflux of the earth is white, 
And the diligent strides of the day are yaa 
All of a Sunday morning. 


The tree he hath a cotton tail— 

A short long mile to the nearest jail— 

And the pannyoomy moon is pale— 
All of a Monday morning! 


II 


Is there no spice in Minaret 

That still may bumble where it goesP 
I know not what the price of Yet, 
But O that price, it knows, it knows! 
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Is there no Picardee so pert 

That he might stem a changeling moon? 
O my Beloved, be alert 

Lest he should peck too soon, too soon! 
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THE TALE OF TRUTH 


HERE was a little girl called Truth, 
A pleasant, variable child— 
At least she was in early youth. 


Her parents let her run quite wild, 
Old Father Life and Mother Nature— 
They were still young, and reconciled 


To leaving running to the creature 
That had to do it for itself. 
Besides it wasn’t yet a feature 


Entitled “Running,” on the shelf, 
And signed by Tweekum, Ph.D. 
So Truth remained a wild young elf, 


And her small legs were lean and free, 
And her small body brown and bare 
(That is, as bare as bare can be). 
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The only trouble was her hair. 
This started as a gentle fuzz— 
One rather liked to see it there— 


But later on the trouble was, 
As she grew older, that it grew— 
It went on growing, as hair does. 


And since Truth hadn’t learned to “‘do” 
Her hair (see Tweekum’s “First Hair Lessons’) 
It got to be a mess, as you 


And I have known long since her presence 
Got rumored round the universe. 
Then onward toward her adolescence 


(Unpleasant word, I’m much averse 


To using it) our little girl 
Conceived a passion to immerse 
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Her tresses, curl by tiny curl, 
In every pool and stream,—this passion 
However pure, produced a whirl 


Of messiness, but she would dash on 
To find another stream or pool, 
Because she liked this vagrant fashion 


To adolesce. She was a fool, 
I grant you, but her name was Truth. 
And then she’d never been to school. 


If only she’d been christened Ruth, 
Or Maud, or Harriet, or Mary, 
She might have had a normal youth. 


But as it was she was contrary, 


And Father Life and Mother Nature 
Merely assumed she was a fairy, 
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And didn’t even try to catch her 
And bring her up. Her hair got wilder 
And wilder still as her small stature 


Grew out of girlhood. As a child, her 
Conduct was reprehensible, 
But as a woman!—no word milder 


Occurs to mind than pitiful. 
Her hair, originally flaxen, 
Took every color possible. 


Truth was, of course, an Anglo-Saxon 
By birth, and should have been by instinct. 
But then her parents were so lax on 


Her, and never told her sin stinked, 


Or taught her what did not amuse— 
That was before our Tweekum since inked 
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Many pages with his views. 
Poor Truth should therefore not be blamed, 
For even ITweekum does confuse 


The color question, though he’s famed 
For clearness (see page six hundred 
Of ‘Tweekum on “The Scalp”). Tweek shamed 


Truth’s memory by what he said— 
Or was it perhaps a slip of penr | 
But let that pass—great Tweekum’s dead— 


We shall not see his like again, 
Nor ever perhaps have all the facts on 
Truth’s early youth, or what queer men 


Were influencing her Anglo-Saxon 


Inheritance with sex vagaries. 
The sexual hanker often tacks on 
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Some queer delusions—even fairies 
Are not quite free of it, they say, 
And even Life sometimes would wear his 


Fig-leaf crooked for a day. 
Truth’s doings with the pools and streams 
May only perhaps have been a way 


_ To ease herself (see Freud on “Dreams”’). 
But to return: her hair got every 
Color conceivable that seems 


To be imaginable in revery— 
The most queer colorings of Truth’s mind 
Ran out into her hair—if ever he 


Had seen her, man had been struck blind, 


So perhaps the man hypothesis 
Is false and should be left behind. 
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At all events the plain fact is 
That man has raised a God, and taught him 
To make it now his daily bus- 


Iness to dye Truth’s hair. Man brought him 
To such perfection in the art, 
And for such centuries besought him 


To work at it with all his heart, 
That, however much she fought him, 
Our Truth now looks like any tart. 
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A ROUND OF STARS 


() THE green-gold stars 
And the crimson stars 
And the wonderful stars I see! 
If I don’t catch them soon 

By the light of the moon 
They'll be the death of me! 
But I’ve tramped Broadway 
By night and day 

And I’ve sampled all the bars, 
And I can’t seem to catch 

By the light of a match 

A single round of stars. 

For they just wouldn’t come 
Till my song grew dumb 

And the gutter caressed my knees, 
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And then they came 

And behaved quite tame 
Above the line of trees! 

But the trees weren’t there— 
And the stars weren’t there— 
So give me a cocktail, please! 
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A DAINTIE BALLAD 
OF 
THE SENTIMENTAL LOVER AND HIS 
PASSIONATE MISTRESSE 
(1590) 


He 
AKE me, breake me, or forsake me, 
I am thine to hoard or spend; 


Doo but take me 
In the end! 


She 
Reade me, heed me, com and leade me! 
Wouldst thou have my Manners mend? 
Pray then speed me 
In the end! 
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He 
Stone me, own me, or disown me, 
But what e’re may els forefend, 
Then com Throne me 
In the end! 


She 
Kisse me! blisse me! Ah! take this me 
For what e’re our Love may lend! 


Doo not misse me 
In the end! 


He 
Choose me, lose me, balm or bruise me, 
I shal thank our Fates that blend 


An thou use me 
In the end. 


She 
Love me, dove me, com above me 
When my Vertue seemes to bend: 
Thou might’st move me 


In the end. 
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He 
Holde me, moulde me, praise or scolde me 
For what thoughts the Gods may send; 


But enfolde me 
In the end! 


She 
_ Blesse me, presse me, wilt not guesse me? 
Deere, thou never couldst offend: 


Doo Undresse me 
In the end! 
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SINGERS OF LADIES 


HERE lived a singer in Babylon 


Who sang a song of his lady’s eyes, 
And a singer there lived in Sodom town 
Whose songs were all of his lady’s thighs; 
And both were singers without renown, 
And their songs lie buried a deep way down— 
But their ladies thought their songs divine, 
Even as mine thinks mine! 


And I who sing in a modern town, 

Sing of my lady’s eyes and thighs, 

I am a singer without renown 

And my songs may neither be wild nor wise; 

But I think they are wild as the wind on the sea, 
And I think they are wise as wise can be, 
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And I hope they will live till the skies fall down, 
So what care I if the graybeards frown? 

My lady is dressed in her Christmas gown, 

And my lady agrees with me! 


WAR 


OME from his wars the Conqueror came. 
His face was flushed, his eyes aflame. 
He called his people each by name 
To hear his fame. 
“For I,” he said, ‘have done a thing, 
Though Prince be Prince and King be King, 
Forever more the bards shall sing 
On words that wing 
Their way to Heaven’s highest gate! 
For J,” he said, “have bested Fate 
And daunted devils. I am Great! 
—Just why I cannot state.” 
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EKASE 


HIS is the face of the earth, and these are its 
trees, 
And yonder, millions on millions of miles, 
Are the stars, and beyond, more stars. 


This is my room, my table, where I please 
To write, with love, or little smiles, 
Of the earth, and the trees, and the stars. 


But where, ah where, is God, to give me ease 


Even a moment, between his mighty whiles, 
Of the earth, and the trees, and the stars? 
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APOLOGIA 
(To the author of “Precipitations’’) 


OU to the Future, 


In finite dissonances of suggestion 
Rhythmed like the growth of pine-trees, © 
Fingering nowhere and everywhere, 

With a central pinnacled feather of suggestion 

Prying up into the universe 

And contenting itself with prying 

(Like a snooping nose prying up over the stars 
from a wilderness of features) 

Chirp and drop a rhythmical comment called 
poetry, 

Often too precipitate for your followers 

To gather it up in their fingers 
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Before it disintegrates . . . 

Yet you have followers . 

Others, equally bemused and musing and sudden to 
reach a conclusion, 

But lacking your olefactory sense of the flavor of 
words, 

Cheer you and hail you as poet. 


We from the Past, 
Inheriting the organ tones 
Of the ordered and measured spirit, 
We sing from the deeps we inherit— 
For we, the singers, inherit 
—Not your truculence! 
—Your lack of penitence! 
No, but the deathless boon 
Of things that had no birth— 
No, but the broad importunate sun 
And dear-exalted earth, 
And pleasant-fancied moon 
Full of round mirth, 


101 


And seaward tides that run 

With taste of lingering shores upon their lips, 

Bearing great ships, 

Cargoed, and grave, and strong, 

Out to the last 

And uttermost summit of the world... 

For we, like smoke upcurled 

From lovely altars of the past, 

Still make old singing from new flood and fire 

Of man’s outmelodied desire. 

The melodious fault and virtue of our song 

Steeply shall fling their challenge up the years; 

Our music will be one with loveliness 

Unremembered or remembered: either way, none 
the less, 

We just happen to prefer 

—Do you get me, Evelynr— 

Our way of doing it 

To specializing 

I’ the snoop o’ the nose! 


ENVOI 
(Dedicated to all Censors) 


OU have forbidden me 
Love of my song! 
Your God has chidden me, 
Your Law bestridden me, 
Irked me with wrong— 
Still do I blunder 
On my own way, 

With wit and with wonder, 
With Pooh and with plunder, 
Whatever you say !— 

Gay gods have ridden me, 
Heaven has hidden me, 
Hell loved me long— 
Though you’ve forbidden me 
Here is my Song! 
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